The Goddess and the Demon

Chapter 9:

The past week had gone by slowly, and Lelouch was starting to get aggravated. The house that Cornelia had re-purposed for their hideout had been significantly larger than he expected. Three floors, eight bedrooms, even an in-ground pool, in a greenhouse-style room, off one end of the house. The house was just too damned big for just him and C.C.. He hadn't seen his sister since she first showed them the house, but at least Suzaku stopped by often with updates on his progress, as well as to bring them extra supplies. There were even a few Elevens working as servants for the house, under the impression that his alter-ego Lelouch Lamperouge was a noble vacationing in Area 11 with his green-haired sister.

Lelouch and C.C. had spent most of their time at the pool, though while she seemed to be enjoying being able to just relax and swim, he spent most of his time sitting at a table on the side hunched over his new laptop. Progress, from Suzaku's end, had been going well. The Knight of Seven had already enlisted the help of the genius scientist, Lloyd Asplund and his assistant Cecile Croomy, the team responsible for designing his Lancelot series Knightmares, as well as the redesign of the Guren. The three of them had the idea to smuggle Lelouch and C.C. to the Britannian capital city of Pendragon via their personal cargo plane, under the guise of bringing Suzaku back to retrieve his new Knightmare, the Lancelot Albion.

The prince then had the idea to announce his claim to the throne during a world-wide televised broadcast intended for the missing Emperor. He would use the opportunity to explain why his father, Charles, needed to be killed, and why he felt he needed to take the throne himself. However, there was still one major detail he couldn't get past. How would he get the country to follow him without his Geass? He had already promised his sister, Cornelia, that he would never use that power lightly again. The only plan that seemed plausible, he absolutely refused to do.

"Lord Lamperouge, you have a visitor," one of the servants called to him from the door in the pool area from the bath house connecting it to the main house.

Lelouch looked up at the small woman in the doorway and stood, straightening his Ashford Academy uniform pants and the unbuttoned white shirt as he did. "Very well, show them in."

The woman bowed once, and turned to clear the doorway before shouting into the pool area, "Announcing the Second Princess, Cornelia Li Britannia."

Lelouch looked up and smiled. Oh good, I haven't seen her in almost a week. Cornelia stepped through the doorway into the pool area, wearing her traditional, formal red suit with its' gold trim and the purest white gloves and boots. She nodded to the servant and dismissed her before making her way to the table her brother was standing next to.

The prince walked around the table and pulled out a chair for her, pushing it back in after she had taken a seat. "My my, Lelouch, I didn't realize you were such a gentleman," she teased him in a soft voice. He blushed in response and returned to his seat. "So how's the planning coming?"

He cleared his throat and looked down at his laptop. "Well, Suzaku's end has gone well. I have access to a transport to reach Pendragon discreetly. I also have a plan on how to announce my claim, but I'm stuck on the most crucial issue." She nodded softly and gestured for him to continue. "I still can't come up with a feasible plan to get the rest of the royalty to acknowledge me as Emperor." He brought a hand up to his hair and furrowed his brow. "It's really beginning to get frustrating."

"Has this been all you've done the past week? Sit here and think?"

He raised an eyebrow in question, "Well... of course. It's not like this is a real vacation. I don't really have time to lounge around. From what Suzaku's told me, Schneizel has disappeared. We don't know what he might be planning, but we need to act before he does."

The princess sighed, sitting up and reaching over the table to close his laptop. "You're going to burn yourself out at this rate. Why don't you join me for a swim for a little while and relax?" Lelouch took a deep breath and raised his head to reject her idea, but when he saw the look on her face, his objection died in his throat. He simply nodded. "Good. Go get changed and I'll meet you back here." She stood up to leave before he did, heading towards the bath house.

Lelouch shook his head, he didn't really want to do this. There was simply no time to sit around. He was even losing a large amount of sleep each night hunched over his laptop, scouring the net for an idea, any idea, that would help the one flaw in his plan. Once she was out of the room, he picked up his laptop and made his way up to his room to change. He noticed how stiff his shoulders and back had become from all the sitting. Maybe this is for the best. I suppose I could use the exercise.

Once he had dropped off his laptop in his room and grabbed a pair of black swim trunks, he made his way back down to the bathhouses. He stepped inside the unoccupied one and changed quickly, leaving his previous attire on hangars on hooks on the inside of the door. He padded barefoot back into the pool room. His eyes caught sight of Cornelia and he froze, staring in awe.

She was standing on the edge of the pool, and she tossed a large towel over the back of one of the chairs. He couldn't take his eyes off of her. She was wearing nothing but a small maroon bikini. The top was strapless, barely covering her ample breasts and came around to a small metal ring between them that held the cloth together, baring a healthy amount of cleavage. The bottom was just as small, the straps coming around high on her full hips. The material covered about three quarters of her rear and clung tight enough that he could plainly see the line of her behind traced by the cloth. The garment was elegant, covering just the right amount of skin to be incredibly sexy, yet classy.

When she turned and saw him, he dove head-first into the pool, trying desperately to hide the blush that was growing... among other things. "That's the spirit! You need to relax sometimes," she called out to him as she flipped her luscious purple hair behind her shoulders and dove in herself. When she surfaced and threw her soaked hair back, the cascade of water flying through the sunlit room refracted the light through it, painting a glorious rainbow in the air behind her for a moment. A moment that Lelouch desperately wished he could have captured with a camera. She truly resembled the goddesses of legend.

Cornelia caught him staring at her and raised an eyebrow, "What? You look like your brain fell out."

Lelouch blinked several times to clear the precious image and call his senses back to reality. He was just getting a hold of himself when a torrent of water smashed against his head. He fell under the surface of the water for a moment before popping his head back out, coughing and shaking the water out of his head. She started to giggle softly, forcing him to laugh.

"Alright then. Let's have some fun here. Let's see how long you can evade me," she said as she smiled wickedly at him. She dove back under the water and began swimming hard in his direction. He didn't want to think what she was planning to do when she caught him, so he immediately scrambled away frantically, trying to swim as fast as he could.

Their playful laughter went on for nearly an hour. She, of course, caught him every time. Cornelia was a soldier, and Lelouch was as athletic as a sponge. She had even begun giving him large head-starts, but the outcome never changed. One time, she caught him under the water, pulling down on the back of his trunks, giving herself a full view of his pasty, soft rear, before he sent himself under the water to collect them. When she emerged from the water afterwards, she couldn't contain the laughter at his frantic attempts to keep his clothing, nor the bright red that suffused his cheeks.

Finally, Lelouch had to stop. "I think that's enough," he said through labored breaths. "We really have work to do." With a small frown she nodded reluctantly and swam for the edge of the pool where her towel was. Lelouch made his way to the opposite end, near where he had dropped his own towel when he made his hurried dive into the water. As he reached the edge of the pool, he turned back to look at Cornelia. She had just reached the edge, and launched herself out of the water. Lelouch again found that he couldn't turn away from the sight of her. This time, her wet skin glistening in the light, her bathing suit darker and hugging every inch of her body perfectly. When she wrapped her towel around her hair and began to dry it, she stretched back, arching forward and presenting him a full view of her soaked cleavage. His jaw fell open at the sight, and he began to feel stirrings in his loins.

Cornelia looked at him still in the pool gawking at her. She pretended not to notice. "Aren't you getting out?" she asked with a small smirk as she wrapped the towel around her waist.

He shook his head softly, trying to focus. "Uh, yeah... you go on ahead, I'll catch up."

Her smirk turned into a full smile. "Alright, don't take too long now," she said in a soft, playful tone.

Lelouch swallowed hard and watched her leave before turning back to the edge of the pool and hoisting himself out of it. He ran the towel over his face and hair, trying to shake the image of her perfect, sopping wet body from his mind. He returned to the bath house where he'd left his normal attire and turned on the shower. Stepping out of his trunks, he turned the water to a frigid temperature and began to wash the chlorine from his hair and body. After several minutes, his body had finally returned to his control, and he got out of the chilling water. He shivered as he dried off and put back on his old school uniform, sans jacket.

The prince made his way upstairs, towards his room and the laptop inside. Stopping first to ask one of the servants to take care of the dirty linens and swimsuits, he again began to try and solve the problem at hand. He ascended both flights of stairs to the top level and strode down the hall to his room, lost deep in thought. As he opened the door to his room, his jaw dropped again. Cornelia was sitting at his desk, her legs crossed with her feet resting on said desk. She had changed into a pair of gray, skin-tight pants, seemingly made of some form of soft cloth, and a matching athletic bra. She *has* to be doing this on purpose to tease me.

She looked up at him curious, "What?"

Lelouch took a deep breath. "W-what are you wearing?"

Cornelia raised an eyebrow and glanced down at her attire. "I'm not allowed to dress comfortable? That soldier uniform isn't exactly fun to sit around in for a couple days."

The prince looked at her. "Couple days?"

"That a problem?" she asked, with a tone and expression that dared him to say yes.

He shook his head, "Oh... N-no, not at all. Maybe we can figure out what to do about the final problem." He took a deep breath and tried to focus on the problem at hand. She nodded for him to continue. "Well... I've been going over this for days now. I just can't think of any way to get the rest of our siblings to accept me as Emperor. Well... there's one way, but I refuse to do that."

Cornelia smiled, "And I thank you for that. Those Geass powers bring nothing but destruction."

Lelouch looked away from her, "That's... that's not what I meant. There's one other way... I just don't think it's the right way to go about it."

"If you have an idea that you think will work, besides Geass, why is it a problem?"

He took a deep breath, he really didn't want to even say it. "Well... the other method..." He swallowed hard. "...would require marrying someone to be Empress... someone respected by the rest of the family... that would support my leadership..." His face had turned bright red by the end of his explanation.

"So the idea of marrying me sickens you?" she asked, raising an eyebrow. I'm. Going. To. Kill. You.

"What? N-no! I didn't mean... Uh... what I meant was... I didn't want to..." Her eyes narrowed into slits. "I-I didn't want to rush this... You know... You did sort of hate me a little over a week ago. I-I didn't think rushing into marriage so soon would be good for us in the long run." His heart began racing.

Now she had her amused smirk back on her face, "In other words, you wanted to spend more time with me first, testing out the relationship... and you had already thought of marrying me." She grinned wickedly at him.

"W-well, yes. However, there's also the problem that our relationship might be seen as an abomination by everyone and the plan could collapse."

Much to Lelouch's displeasure, she laughed loudly at his last comment. "Lelouch, dear, you seem to forget what country this is. This is Britannia. We're both of royal blood. Between your strategic genius, and my skills on the battlefield... in their minds, our union could make one hell of a powerful leader."

Lelouch brought his hand up to his chin, scooting back on the bed to lean against the wall, as he lost himself in thought. "When you put it that way... it sounds like a perfect plan." He looked back at Cornelia, "I still don't want to rush this... what we've started. I don't want to ruin it."

Cornelia brought her legs to the floor, standing up slowly and sauntering over to the bed. The prince looked at her in shock as she slowly crawled onto the bed and atop him, pressing one knee on either side of him, and sitting in his lap. She put her hands on his chest, gently rubbing it through his shirt. "In other words..." Her voice was soft, playful, and inviting. It was a tone he'd never heard come from her before. Then it turned into a husky whisper, into his ear, "...we need to spend as much time getting to know each other as we can..."

He swallowed again. Her words washed hotly against his ear and the side of his neck. The feel of her firm, yet soft ass on his thighs. The way her full breasts pressed against his chest as she leaned over him. The way her hair and neck smelled lightly of cinnamon. All of the sensations washed over him in an instant, and he couldn't fight the heat that rushed to his face when he felt his arousal press against her from where she was seated in his lap.

When she felt something firm pressing between her thighs she giggled softly into his ear, forcing another smile to his lips. "I see you like the idea, hmm?" she whispered as she begin to slowly rock her hips back and forth, grinding herself against the tip of his manhood through all the layers of clothing.

Lelouch groaned softly back into her ear, softly whispering a "Yes..." to her as he slowly brought his hands up to trail along her back, along her spine. One hand stopped between her shoulder blades, the other went up and tangled into her hair. He pulled back to look her in the eyes, noticing the light pink that tinted her cheeks. Far more obvious, however, was the desire in her eyes. A desire and a yearning that matched the feelings radiating from his own.

Suddenly, Lelouch crushed his lips to hers. She gasped loudly at the sudden aggression and opened her mouth slightly, letting his questing tongue in to dance with her own. He pulled her body tightly to his, her arms whipping around behind him and finding their own places on his back and in his dark hair. They wrestled for dominance in the kiss, their bodies finally surrendering to their passions and letting the moment take them. When he finally felt the hardened nubs of her nipples pressing against his chest, he moaned wantonly into her mouth. She shuddered lightly against him and squealed softly when he suddenly tipped her backwards onto the bed.

Cornelia gasped softly when she felt the hand from her back slide down over her ass. Her arms both wrapped around his neck and she hooked one of her long legs around his waist. He trailed his hand up the outer thigh of her raised leg, and then back down over her hip, stopping only to pause and trace the lines of her taut abdomen. The muscles of her stomach were perfectly toned to show musculature, but at the same time leaving her looking definitively feminine. She felt her pulse start to quicken as his hand inched up over her tummy. When it finally reached up over around the outside of her breast, she lost control. She moaned out loudly against his mouth, one of her hands clawing it's way down the back of his shirt to give his soft behind a tight squeeze.

Lelouch growled against her lips, his hardness in his trousers beginning to grind against her leg. He gave her breast a firm squeeze, eliciting a soft mewling from her that just spurred his desire higher. He brought the hand back down, slipping a couple fingers underneath the edge of the support bra she wore. She gasped loudly as he pulled the garment up, freeing her breasts to his questing hands. He finally broke the kiss, both lovers panting for air as Lelouch moved his teeth, lips and tongue down the side of her neck. He covered her breast with his soft hands, kneading at the firm, yet yielding flesh in his palm. Cornelia turned her head away from him, opening her neck to his questing mouth and whispering out softly, "Yes... Lelouch..."

He began to slide his way down, down her neck, over her shoulder, and pausing momentarily to lick and nip at a collarbone. The gorgeous woman beneath him began to pant heavily under his ministrations, her voice softly urging him onwards. His lips continued their descent, kissing and licking their way down the valley of her cleavage as her breathing intensified. Slowly, he trailed his tongue around the outside of a breast, each lap bringing him closer and closer to its' apex. As he reached the peak, he swirled his tongue around the hard nub there, taking it into his mouth and suckling on it gently. At the same time, he pinched lightly at the other one. Cornelia arched her back, pressing her full luscious chest against him, her moaning tearing out of her throat as she threw her head back.

A moment later, he moved his mouth over to the other breast, repeating the entire process, the whole time listening to her reactions. She seemed to particularly enjoy it when he raked his teeth gently over her nipples. His hand began to descend again across the smooth plain of her stomach, caressing gently past the waist of her pants. When his hand cupped her sex, she lost it, her head beginning to thrash about as her hips began to grind her crotch against his hand. When he felt how drenched the cloth was against his fingers, he began to press his hand up and down over her sex.

She moaned softly in disappointment when his hand moved back up to her waist. However, when he slid his hand underneath the tight cloth and back to the moist folds of her womanhood, she had to bite down on her lip to stop from crying out. Though her efforts were in vain, as she screamed loudly when he slid a finger into her as far as it would go. Her groin muscles clamped down on the intruder, refusing to let it go as she begin to rotate her hips around it, cooing softly the whole while. She didn't even register when his mouth left her breasts, kissing a trail over her stomach to the top of her pants. She did notice, when his finger withdrew from her, leaving a sticky trail of her honey up through the short patch of hair and to her waist.

Before she could comment however, Lelouch took both sides of her pants and pulled them down and off of her feet, tossing the garment aside. She spread her legs slightly, the soft tint of pink on her cheeks again as she crossed her arms under her breasts and pulled the bra the rest of the way off. He looked up into Cornelia's eyes as they stared back at him through heavy lashes. He licked his lips lewdly in front of her, causing her to gasp softly. He lifted one of her legs into the air, placing a soft kiss on the inside of her calf and making a trail up to her knee.

Cornelia squirmed in front of him. "Lelouch... please stop teasing me... I can't take it any more..." Lelouch smiled up at her and quickly settled himself between her legs, looking down at her sex, swollen red and glistening with arousal. He took a few tentative swipes around her outer lips with his tongue, eliciting a growl from her. "Goddammit Lelouch, it you don't stop..." Her voice changed dramatically when he pressed his tongue up inside of her as deep as it would go, "FUCK!" He grinned as he begin to lap his tongue around her insides, causing her to thrash about and scream. She dug a hand into his hair, pressing his face almost painfully hard against her nethers, her hips rocking back and forth as she tried to force him deeper.

The lewd slurping noises filled the air, as he sucked at her loins, slurping down as much of her sweet nectar as he could. When he brought his tongue to her clit, she exploded. Her body went rigid, her back arched as far as possible as she climaxed on his tongue. She held him to her sex until the tension from her muscles finally began to drain, his tongue questing inside of her all the while. Once she managed to catch her breath she pulled him away from her nethers, "F-fuck... stop... are you trying to kill me..?"

Lelouch smiled at her, running his tongue around the outside of his mouth to collect as much of her honey as he could reach. She looked down to see his whole face, from his nose and below, absolutely drenched in her fluids. Lelouch tilted his head to one side, resting it on his arm, "You taste delicious."

"S-shut up..." was all Cornelia could manage between pants. He just sat there smiling, now resorting to collecting the fluid on his face with his fingers and licking it off. She glared at him, "You're quite pleased with yourself aren't you?"

His smile grew wider, "Trying to tell me that you didn't enjoy that?"

The smile died when she grabbed him by the shirt collar and pulled him forcefully into a deep kiss. When she broke it, she looked into his surprised eyes and grinned. With a breathy whisper, she said to him, "My turn..." Before Lelouch could respond, she had flipped them over onto his back, his hands pinned in the air above him by one of hers. With her free hand, she began to unbutton his shirt, kissing a path downwards over his smooth chest after each button came undone. When she came to his pants, she undid the fly, pulling the zipper down with her teeth. "You know, you're damned lucky I'm not a patient woman... you deserve so much torture for what you just put me through."

Lelouch went to object, but the second Cornelia pulled his boxers around his hardened manhood, she immediately slid her mouth down around it. She moaned appreciatively against him, running her tongue along every vein and ridge as if trying to commit each one to memory. Lelouch's eyes closed tightly as he fought to suppress the sudden rush of pleasure from her warm, wet mouth engulfing his erection. Without taking her mouth off, she turned to sit between his legs, so that she could look up at him if she wanted. She moaned around him one last time before closing her eyes and softly beginning to bob her head in his lap. She quickly felt both of his hands in her hair, tangling with the soft, silky strands. It only served to make her moan louder around him.

Looking down, Lelouch could see her cheeks dimpling around him with the suction she was applying, and he had to fight hard against the instinct to thrust his hips upwards. Her head was bouncing up and down faster in his lap now, lewd sucking and slurping noises filling the air to mingle with Lelouch's soft gasps and groans of pleasure. Every noise he made, she matched, completely enjoying the responses she was receiving. Her moaning around him sending hot vibrations through his already overstimulated shaft. However, when he felt the blade of her tongue pressing into the slit on the tip, he lost all control. He called out her name loudly, and flooded her mouth with his essence. His hips moved slightly while she held herself in place, her eyes staring up at him through her full lashes. After pumping the last drops out, his body relaxed with a loud groan, followed by another moan as he felt her swallow.

Cornelia looked up at him with a wicked grin and licked her luscious purple lips. "I think that makes us even." Lelouch couldn't even see straight, but he looked down at her anyway when he felt her soft breasts raising up his thighs. She pressed her full breasts around his softening length and began stroking it with them.

"W-what're you...?" Lelouch stammered out.

"You didn't think you were done, did you?" She looked at him with a bit of a pout.

"No, of course not," he said, flashing her a warm smile.

It only took her a few minutes of effort with her bountiful breasts, but she got him to full hardness again. When he went to move, she put a hand on his chest and pushed him back down, shaking her head. "Uh-uh." Was all she said as she finished removing what was left of his clothing. Afterward, she handed him a pillow to put under his head and moved to straddle his waist. Lelouch groaned as her legs spread in order to straddle him, her nethers dripping onto him. She pinned his length between her slit and his stomach and slowly rocked her hips back and forth, purring louder with each movement.

Lelouch ran his hands back up her stomach, to her breasts and began to caress them softly. Cornelia couldn't help but moan. She placed her hands on his chest and leaned down to give him another passionate kiss. When she broke it, she licked her lips and waited till she had his attention. She sat up, just enough to let his length spring upward. With one hand, she guided the tip of him to her entrance, and slammed down onto him with her full weight. Lelouch grimaced at the feeling, the almost painfully tight walls of her insides squeezing him firmly, the only reason he went in so easily was because of the extent of her arousal.

Cornelia, however, cried out and collapsed on top of his chest, her head turned away from him. She trembled lightly. Lelouch realized what just happened. As a royal princess, she was required to stay chaste until marriage. Otherwise she'd be of no use to the Emperor as a political tool. Lelouch truly despised this nation.

He wrapped his arms around his half-sister, lightly caressing over her back until the pain subsided. He put an arm under her chin and turned her to face him. He saw the tears in her eyes from the pain and he smiled at her. He whispered to her softly, "I love you, Cornelia."

Her face lit up as if she'd just been given the greatest gift in the world. She crushed her lips together with his in a deep, passionate kiss. When she broke the kiss to look back into his eyes, her tears were falling now, but she had a bright smile on her face. "And I love you, Lelouch." She returned to his lips with another kiss for several long moments, their hands lightly caressing and massaging each other.

Finally, when the pain had subsided, Cornelia gave her hips a soft roll, causing a wave of pleasure to course through her and she bit her lip to keep from crying out. Lelouch was caught unprepared and let out a long, deep groan. She giggled at him softly and kissed his lips again when he smiled. Very slowly she begin to rise up off of him, before letting herself sink back down, drawing out a deep moan from both of them. She looked back into his eyes and pressed her forehead to his, her hair falling around them like a curtain, obscuring their sight from anything but each other. Gradually she began to move, sliding herself upwards along his length, and then back down just as slow. She begin to give him sort pecks on the lips with her own in between each movement.

It took them a long time to build the pace up, neither of them in a hurry to finish their first time making love together. However, as the pleasure built up in both of them, she began to ride him harder, bouncing quickly in his lap. For his part, he met her every movement with an opposite movement of his own, thrusting back up to meet her with extra force. At this pace, it wasn't long for them both to begin to feel the beginnings of their orgasms. Lelouch went to stop, but Cornelia slammed her hips down to prevent him from pulling out of her. "No! Cum with me, please!" she pleaded loudly as she resumed her frantic race to the climax. Lelouch nodded in agreement and continued as well until he felt like he was about to explode. He tangled a hand into her hair again and slammed his mouth against hers, kissing her deeply and muffling his grunts and groans with her mouth as he erupted into her depths. Her eyes went wide and she screamed against his mouth, her own orgasm ripping through her body and sending a gush of their combined fluids to pour into his lap.

Cornelia collapsed on top of him, both of them panting and kissing over and over. She looked into his eyes, fatigue pulling at both of them. "Don't ever leave me, Lelouch."

He pulled his arms around her tighter. "Never, my love."
